CAMEL MANAGEMENT

overtaking us, counselled our dismounting, their excuse
being that Shaikh Salih was still behind. No sooner had I
dismounted than they off-saddled; the animals were knee-
hobbled by the two forelegs, and so sent off to feed at the
bushes near by. We were there for the night. The rations
were heaped up into a single pile, as precaution against
arch-thieves of the district, for whom the sight of such
plenty must have been a sore temptation. Shaikh Salih
knew their kind too, for when he came along a little later
he stood amidst the baggage, loudly exhorting his party.

<Ta Juma'a! Ya Gom - O Assembly! O braves!

<Zad al Waxir* - The stores of the Wazir!

'Ft aman Illah* - are in God's keeping.

*Wafi amankuiri - and in your keeping.

c Tarn tan? came an acquiescent chorus from my Badawin,
distributed and busied upon a multitude of activities. Some
were cutting riding-canes from thickets; some oiling their
water-skins to make them tight against the long marches
ahead; the owners of pack animals sat sewing up sacks of
hay as improvised pack saddles, for the ready-to-wear
article does not exist in this remote cornerlof Arabia, and I
had to buy a supply of sacks at Dhufar; otners were looking
over their bazaar purchases, including a large aluminium
kettle, while one fine youth romantically fondled a golden
coloured mirror, probably destined to call a sparkle to the
wondering eyes of some frail and cherished being in the
sands. 'Come and see akfat an nagaj shouted Shaikh
Salih, who sat on the ground with a large sail-maker's
needle in his hand, bending over a camel that was held
down on her side by a few Arabs in the customary way;
one held the head turned back along the body; another
had a twitch on her upper lip, a third held one leg stretched.
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